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Summary:
Andrew feels awkward being close to his sister in a rented room again, leaving him with few opportunities to pleasure himself, driving him to eventually just ask her to open herself to him.

Notes:
[I wrote this specifically because it was asked of me to make a very detailed sexual story.]

Work Text:
AFTER one month of moving away from their past lives, moving on from the burnt remains of their apartment complex and from the memories of what happened down in the basement of their parents home, the siblings find themselves somewhere entirely different. Skipping over a town, finding another place to have settled down without any questions from the owner, the two have managed to get a little place to stay.

The bare-bones apartment with its white walls had greeted them in a consistently soul-sucking manner each day since their arrival. They couldn’t spend any money to put some plants or anything in the place, and they again continued to share a bedroom, just like before. Thanks to all the money they’d managed to get from their parents’ account, they had 2 beds, a small couch, as well as a TV and DVD player. The place was basically as close to a carbon copy of their old living arrangements as it could have been. They didn’t comment too much, but they continued to spend time together on the couch as always, watching movies they rented at Ashley’s behest, or news that Andrew insisted they need to keep up on.

The large glass doors that led to their tiny balcony was across from an equally gray and depressing building, one which they assumed was more apartments. Maybe it wasn’t the lack of color in everything around them, but something else that seemed to be bringing their mood down over the last few days. At this point, laying down on the couch, Ashley looked up with her head in Andrew’s lap to ask him a question. “Do you want to go get some muffins?”

“Huh? Oh... Right. We haven’t eaten anything today. I assume that means you’re just hungry and you want to go get food.” - “Yeah, but I also want muffins.” - “I thought you hated those muffins.”

No reply. She continued to look at him, watching him rub a bit of her hair between his finger and his thumb. “Do you always do that?” - “Huh? Oh, sorry. Didn’t realize.” - “Okay, well I want to get food before everything starts closing. It’s already sunset.”

He nodded slowly, moving his arm over the back of the two-seat sofa to let her get up and stretch. She slowly raised her arms from around her chest to above her head, letting her shirt slowly rise up to show her midriff. Andrew took notice, but it wasn’t anything new and he’d take the time to shrug it off. He was always dealing with her leaving clothing around and just being otherwise inconsiderate. Maybe inconsiderate wasn’t the right word, but he would feel secondary to even some of the furniture in the house sometimes with Ashley around. It was something he realized himself though that he was paying more and more attention to everything she did.

With the both of them moving slowly back out the door and down the steps of the stairwell to their apartment, they began walking to the store down the street. Andrew felt comfortable cooking and Ashley had been at least trying to learn something from him.

(I should really try to just stick to something cheap and simple...) “...”

(I can’t really expect Ashley to like everything I make though. I guess I haven’t even asked her what she wants.) “... -y”

(Should I make fish? Fish sticks? We used to eat those together. I kinda want some myself now.) “... –dy”

Andrew realized that Ashley was now trying to grab his attention as he felt a tug on his arm. “Earth to Andy! I appreciate the hand-holding, but only if you’re going to actually pay attention to me!” She looked at him confused but with a hint of smugness. He’d subconsciously taken hold of her hand as they walked together and it was clear she was going along with it, but also kind of unable to take her hand back with how he was holding onto it. He let go and pulled his hand into his pocket with embarrassment as they continued to walk to the corner, waiting for the crossing light to change up for them. He felt stupid now because he didn’t really know how long they had even been holding hands, and someone had to have seen that going on. “Wow Andy.” - “Why do you just choose to ignore me?” - “How am I ignoring you?!” - “When I tell you not to call me that but you do anyways.” - “Well I’ve been calling you that all my life, Andy. It’s your name.” - “My name is Andrew, and I call you Ashley because that’s your name.”

“Andrew... Eugh, just feels wrong coming out of my mouth.” - “What do you want to eat?” - “What do you feel like eating?” - “I asked you first...” - “If I said ‘You’, would you take offense to that?”

He paused, smiling nonchalantly. “No, but I don’t think you want to chop me up just for a disappointing dinner.” She paused to think about it. “Yeah. Eating with you is much more enjoyable, no matter how bad I want a taste of you~!” He glared at her and she covered her mouth coyly with one hand. “Can you not say things like that while we’re out in public, at the bare fucking minimum? ...” - “Aww Andy... I—” - “Right, I’m going to decide what we’re eating for dinner then.” He said without waiting, walking off and leaving her behind. “Andy- I mean Andrew! C’mon! Wait up.” She had to rush into the store behind him as he paced off without her.

He had taken up a stride with a small shopping basket in his hand, annoyed both at her words and her insistence to keep calling him this nickname. It was the one consistent thing with her over the past month. It was always the one consistent thing with her. No matter her manipulation and whining or shifting emotions, she consistently seemed to stick to him like always. It always felt like she had never really grown up and that this was still all some game to her. He was stopped in one of the freezer sections, sandwiched between a freezer wall, and an aisle freezer unit. There were all sorts of different cardboard boxes of frozen fish, and next to all of that was a wide array of bags of different frozen vegetables. He saw Ashley turn around the corner and finally catch up to him, placing a hand on the aisle freezer door as she looked at him. “You walk really fast, but that’s also probably because your legs are so freaking long.” - “If you want fish sticks, we’re in luck.”

She crossed her arms at him. “Just like before huh.” - “Yeah.” - “And you say I’m stuck in the past.” He put his hands up in annoyance, groaning a bit. “Really Ashley? They’re just fish sticks. We can get the battered fish instead if you want, it doesn’t make me any less unenthusiastic to try any of it because they’re all pretty underwhelming by themselves.” - “Why does this stuff taste so bland anyways.” - “Because it’s cheap. You think anyone with actual money is actually eating this stuff?” - “Oh that’s a good point.” She was speaking with him while slowly leaning forward, bending over to peer through the slightly frosted freezer doors. He looked at her ass, then back to the food behind the doors. He didn’t really know what he was thinking about, but kept thinking about her. It was getting difficult as of late for him to not think of getting closer in ‘that’ kind of sense to her. He had been thinking about how he had been getting more and more... Physical? Affectionate? (Desperate? ...) He had more and more moments of happenstance like what had transpired earlier on their walk to the supermarket. He would find himself touching her more and more after they had left their parents' bones in the bottom of the ocean. After that day...

(Do I... Really want that from her?) “Hey. Ashley. Do you want to just make burgers or something? We can get some frozen patties so we don’t have to make them by hand.” He was trying to deflect his thoughts while moving down the aisle. (I’ve been... Getting a bit desperate lately...)

“Yeah I guess it would be something different, making them ourselves instead of getting them from that fast-food joint nearby.” (I wonder if I got him just now.) She kept up her head and looked into his eyes. She was sizing him up after her little stunt.

He looked at her and made eye contact, quickly looking away and opening one of the freezers up. She moved over and grabbed at the handle to the freezer, trying to be quiet but giggling to herself. “You were totally staring at my ass! Oh my god, Andrew!” - “No! Fucking- get off!” She had wrapped her other arm around his shoulders as he leaned in to grab a bag of frozen beef patties. “Oh, I’ll get *something* off, alright.” - “You’re disgusting.” He hissed at her in a hushed voice. (Fuck, fuck, fuck... ! She’s...)

“Don’t think I haven’t heard you at night... Someone’s been getting really worked up lately.” She toyed with him, her words causing him to start walking faster.

(KILL ME... ! LET ME JUST DIE ALREADY... !) “Ashley, please shut up, we’re in the middle of the store!” He turned around next to the bread, looking at her as an employee passed behind them both and walked to the back of the store. “Or what... You’re gonna just keep all the food to yourself?” - “Real fuckin’ tempting! I could just make you cook your own fuckin’ food from now on.” He rubbed the bridge of his nose, turning back around to eventually grab a bag of buns off one of the shelves. He dropped it into the basket and turned his head to look back at Ashley.

“Yeah, my brother’s all pent up, but he won’t even think about my feelings in all this. Really shows how little you care about me in all this.”

“I told you already that I didn’t plan on that happening anytime soon. I’d rather the hit-man come back from his grave to finish the job on us!” He turned to push past her, but she stopped him. “Wh—” - “I can tell you’re just trying to act tough, Andy.” She was getting fed up with his arguing, and he was getting upset with her too. (I’ve got you now Andy, you didn’t say no!)

He darkened his expression, and grabbed her by the arm. “I am getting really annoyed by you, especially when you want to pull shit like this.” It started to hurt as Andrew dug his fingers into her bicep, and she winced. “Ow, Andy, let go! You’re actually hurting me!” - “Then just shut up until we get home.” She tried to pull back and felt tears well up in her eyes. It was when he got like this that she shrunk even further back from him. As she lowered head and looked at his chest, he let go. “Let’s... Grab a couple other things... I guess...” He slowly walked around with her, Ashley staying completely silent. As he paid for their basket of groceries, she bagged everything up. He took a chocolate bar, one he knew she liked, adding it on quickly at the end. He held onto it and slipped it into his pocket.

They walked back up the street, waiting at the light and crossing when it changed. They moved quickly up the stairs and as they got back into their little room, Ashley dropped the groceries onto the floor and went straight for the bedroom, locking the door behind her.

“Ashl... Ashley.” He took the chocolate out of his pocket and set it on the counter. He stared at the locked door. He picked up the bag and set everything in their small fridge and cabinets. The fridge was something left over by the last tenant, and it was old, but it functioned well enough. He took the time to stare at the fridge as he closed its doors.

He slowly walked over to the bedroom door.

He knocked on the door and called out from his side. “Ashley, can we talk?”

The sound of footsteps approaching the door could be heard, but no reply from her. She was crying quietly to herself a bit, wiping her eyes with her sleeves. He leaned against the door and slowly slid down to the floor. “Sit down, let’s talk...” He tapped his fingers lightly against the floor in the gap under the door.

Ashley joined him on the floor, both slumped against their respective sides of the door and she returned the notion with her own fingers poking underneath the door at his. He slowly closed the space between his fingers with hers between his own, looking down with a smile to see her participating. “You know I care about you... Yeah?” - “...” - “Ashley. I’m your brother. I’m never gonna have anyone else but you by my side.” - “You’re just saying that...” - “I’m not. You’re the only sister I’ve got, and will ever have.” - “You’re gonna let some floozy butt into your life, right in between us.”

(She’s really persistent with this...) “What would make you feel better Ashley?” There was a pause, and her fingers moved a little, both of their right hands occupied by this little game they played in the space between the floor and the door. “I thought we made a promise Andy. A blood promise.” - “Yes, I remember. And I’ve kept that promise all this time.” - “But I’m still worried.” - “Even though I’m still here, and I still come to you?”

She couldn’t argue with that, but her feelings still continued to fight it. “Sometimes I just have a feeling that something’s gonna happen Andy... ...”

“Ashley- be honest with me, have you really... Heard me, you know... At night?”

“Yeah.”

He sighed and pulled his fingers back from under the door. “Don’t move.” he said, getting up and getting the chocolate bar, returning to the door. “Andy has a surprise for his little sister LeyLey, does she want to guess what it is?”

“Huh? What do you mean you have a surprise for me?” - “I just... Really felt bad, thinking I maybe took things too far in the store back there. I got you this.” His voice was soft and gentle as he put the chocolate under the door and against her fingers, slowly sliding it so she could see it and take it for herself.

“You... Really didn’t have to Andy.” - “But now do you believe me? You’re the only girl I think about Ashley.” - “So... You never said I was wrong, and you didn’t deny anything back at the store.” Her tone went from soft to more matter-of-fact.

(Ah fuck... She caught me... Again.) “Y-yeah. Th-that’s kinda true.” - “So you really have been getting more desperate.” - “I’ve... Ugh. I’ve been getting more pent up, yeah. I didn’t want to ask but... Ashley...” - “Do you... Really?” - “It’s been days since I felt comfortable enough to... Finish.”

The gentle sound of the door unlocking could be heard in the silence between them, followed by the sound of Ashley getting up and moving away from the door. Andrew swallowed hard and stood up with heavy hesitation next to the door. He didn’t know what he’d see when he opened the door, but he had to be ready to accept whatever it was. The food could wait, after all- it was Ashley who was the one telling him to go out with her to get something to eat.

He slowly took the doorknob in hand, turned it, and as it opened he could immediately see through the crack into the room. Ashley lay naked on her bed, looking at Andrew through the barely open doorway, and beckoned to him with a finger. His heart was starting to beat faster and faster, but he entered the room and began to undress, sitting down on his bed in his boxers. The beds were separated by just a couple feet, and he could only stare at her bare form as it lay there, openly inviting him. He felt a tightness in his chest and bit his knuckle, looking away from her. “Ashley... If we’re seriously gonna do this, can it just be because I really needed this.” - “You’re still doing it because you have feelings for me, isn’t it?” - “I can’t say no, but it’d make me feel better if I just didn’t acknowledge that. Through all the times you’ve gotten on my nerves, I still care about you because you’re my sister. And you’re here for me when I can’t sleep.” - “Just come on over here, big brother.”

He stood up, moving over to her bed and removing his boxers before sitting down. She pulled him close and down onto the larger bed so they could be close. As she spoon with him, his back pressed close to her bare breasts with her arms wrapped around him, she rubbed his bare chest with her hands. Her fingertips danced gently around his pecs and he let out a deep breath.

“I love you Andy.” She whispered to him.

The shiver it caused moved through his ear and down his neck, all the way down his spine. He brought his left arm up to his chest to gently rub over her right arm as he lay there in her bed, shifting around and letting her move a bit more. He turned onto his back as she tucked her right arm under the pillow that they now shared. She leaned in and reached her free hand down now over his waist as she slowly made her way to his crotch. He took a hold of her arm and stopped her. “I need to know before we go further, Ashley. Will you hate me if I can’t do this again after this time?” - “Hm... I never thought about that. I can’t really say I’d ever hate you though. Everything I do has been for you.”

“... What do you mean?” - “You were the one taking care of me. Getting me presents. Playing with me, spending time with me, trying to make me happy.” He nodded with her words. “Andy... I just... Don’t know what else to say.” He was holding onto her hand. He slowly took it and guided it down between his legs as he helped her take hold of his shaft. He was standing up stiff as marble and figured the point of no return was far past.

It was so different feeling his sister's hand take hold of his cock, her soft skin caressing his length as she started stroking. He closed his eyes and gently rested his hand on her thigh, becoming slowly more comfortable with the act. She stroked up and down slowly at first, but was not hesitant to speed up. She didn’t want him blowing his load too soon though, and took the time to feel him up as she put herself as close as she could. Wrapping her legs around one of his own legs gently, gripping at his tip and making him flinch in pleasure. She was enjoying the feeling of his cock in her hand and being pressed so close to his body, almost trapping him on her bed as they shared the full size mattress.

He pulled his body up and over hers, pushing her onto her back and holding himself up by his hands and knees. She reached down, taking his length in both of her hands. “Too much Andy?” His hips thrust gently into her hands, giving her no verbal response.

(Maybe I should stay quiet... He doesn’t seem keen on responding.) She kept gently stroking, feeling him twitch and watching his hips push against her hands. She looked up and realized he was looking into her eyes almost absentmindedly, and it was then that she stopped rubbing and simply held her hands in place for him to keep moving on his own.

He was getting into it and, as he continued to look into her eyes, felt all his hesitations slipping away with the building carnal desire in his head. He gripped tightly against the soft mattress covers and slowed to a stop. His cock twitched and throbbed desperately against her palm and between her fingers, covered with his own precum. He leaned back and grabbed hold of her legs, spreading them as he repositioned himself.

They took this time to shuffle a bit on the bed, silent still. Andrew didn’t seem like saying anything after all, but his head was going down now and soon it was pressed in between Ashley’s legs and with his mouth against her pussy, he began to lick and prod with his tongue without a second thought or even the slightest hesitation. Ashley reached down quickly to grab hold of his head, combing her fingers through his messy hair and curling her toes as her brother began to eat her out.

In long strokes, his tongue moved up over her lips and his head moved to accommodate his hunger as he would kiss and press his lips close to push his tongue inside her. She shook and gripped his hair, trying not to hurt him, but this was the first time she’d ever gotten to experience this. Her voice would slip out, squeaks and whimpers escaping her throat as she arched her back. He teased her clit, licking up her taste as he touched himself, keeping himself prepared for the next part. She couldn’t shake the buzz in her head now as Andrew spread her open and leaned up over her hips. Ashley’s arms fell to the side as they connected gaze for a brief moment. Andrew lined himself up and held onto her waist with conviction, pressing his tip against her dripping opening before driving it home.

Finally, the siblings had committed to their sinful running gag. They were feeling each other like lovers. Ashley felt herself almost burning up inside, her muscles clenching and pleading for the sudden intrusion to ease itself, but Andrew could only feel the tightness and the fluids that lubricated his entry.

He started thrusting as he held her in his hands firmly, on the bed and on his knees and now deflowering his sister in all his unholy desire. He was letting out everything that had been pent up inside him over the last week. All his nervousness and embarrassment gone, and just the lust and pleasure as he felt his hips push against hers, watching his cock sink all the way in with each push, and watching her breasts bounce as they fucked. He leaned forward and kept looking at her while he did this all, feeling the walls of her pussy tighten on his dick like it was trying to fight him.

“Leyley...” He half-moaned to her, causing her to grab hold of his biceps as she cried out a weak whimper. “Is this how you thought it’d be?” He puzzled softly to her as the wet sounds of their sex and love making filled the bedroom. He rhythmically and almost desperately fucked her, feeling his length fill her perfectly with his tip occasionally hitting her deep inside, touching her most private and sensational spot. It caused her to curl her toes and squeeze her hands as his cock plowed inside her. Her head was swirling now with the first words he’d said to her in the last fifteen minutes. It was everything she thought it would be and more. Her virgin pussy wasn’t ready for someone with experience or hunger like her brother, but her inner burning desire was stronger than her body and the slight bit of pain it brought with it. It was one of the best feelings she had ever felt being connected to him like this, one of the greatest moments she could consider as sibling bonding. He moved his hands and grabbed the thin fabric of the bedding under her as they fucked, his hips bearing down on her as he slowed down a bit and leaned in to kiss his sister. His eyes closed, cock throbbing for the coming release- her mouth open and inviting, her inner walls tightening still as she locked her legs around his hips and held onto him. She wasn’t sure if she should be trying this with him, but he didn’t seem to even care and probably had no intention of pulling out.

Minutes felt like hours to her, and to him, he could feel her every touch and twitch and practically feel her heart pounding through her body in his dick as he continued on his warpath. He would conquer her body now, and make it clear to her how he felt. She gasped as he broke the kiss and wrapped his hands and arms under her body, pushing his cock in with a final forceful thrust, releasing everything inside her.

(It-it’s... Happ... En... Ing... !) She could feel everything shooting out, spilling out, creeping into the opening of her womb as he climaxed. His shaft pulsed and her walls caressed him to get it all out. She wasn’t sure if she’d gotten off herself but she could soon feel a wave of exhaustion hit her.

He lay there on top of her and breathed heavily against her cheek, holding her desperately in his arms to stay ever closer to her as his legs unfurled from their kneeling position. She let go of his arms as the tiredness overcame her, letting them fall gently against the bed. Her toes uncurled and her legs slid down next to his own. He would stay inside her and with lidded eyes tried to look into hers again. She was looking back at him hazily, her brain processing everything.

“I love you too, Leyley.”

“... You’re a dork...”

They lay there together and held each other gently, holding hands with each other while Andy lay over the left half of her body. He cuddled her lovingly and even smiled at her. She collected herself after a few minutes, and said to him “I... Think I came... I couldn’t really tell... That was the first time I’ve ever had sex.” - “Well. I know I did. But I guess we could go for another round in a bit.”

She blushed at that and looked at him. “Really? What about that whole ‘What if I can’t do it again afterward?’ business you started with?”

“Well... I couldn’t keep it in any longer... And besides, it’s like when you turned Mom and Dad into stew. I’d already eaten the neighbor before... Why be bothered by it a second time? It’s different now that I’ve actually done it, you know.” He made a good point. There wasn’t any going back.

“So are you gonna think differently of me now, Andy?”

He let go of her hand that he was holding, bringing it up to her face and brushing over her bangs. “No... You’re still gonna be my sister Ashley. I may just do some things with you that other brothers don’t do with their sisters... But all the same I will still care for you and be by your side.”

“That’s basically a love confession.” - “I didn’t say I didn’t love you.” - “Yeah but you’re being a hypocrite to say otherwise!” - “I didn’t say I wasn’t one.” He chuckled. They were both sweaty but they were more content being there for the moment together.